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failed to be the beginning of a series of unexpected events. His instinct told him so. He was within an ace of trying to overtake the gentleman. But he was no longer to be seen. The gentleman must have gone down into the Metro himself, taking Wazemmes's chance with him.
Germaine Baader awakened. For the past few minutes she had been merely drowsing, listening to the sound of traffic on the Quai des Grands-Augustins and wondering what time it was. It was sheer laziness that prevented her from opening her eyes.
She opened them. The first thing she saw was the scintillating of jewellery on the ceiling. She groped in the dusk for the movable switch of the electric bell and finally discovered it between her bolster and her pillow. As usual, her action recalled an annoying little thought to her. To think how convenient it would be, just by pressing a button like this, to turn on a light the instant she woke up 1 But her landlord had refused to have electric light installed in the apartment. The upholsterer, it was true, had recommended Germaine to have two gas brackets, with incandescent mantles and automatic lighting, like those she had in her sitting-room, fixed one on either side of her bed. But she was afraid of being asphyxiated. Gurau himself had dissuaded her from the idea.
Her housemaid came into the room. She was a dark, thin girl, rather pretty.
She opened the shutters and pulled back the curtains. The light streamed in on Germaine, bathing her face and making her blink her eyelids, which were rather dusky and heavy. She had rather large eyes, bright blue, with a marvellously caressing light in them. When they were open, her whole face came to life with the flattery which they diffused, and perhaps abused it.
cc Will you have your breakfast at once, madame ? "
c* Yes - no, wait a minute.   What have you made ? "
<c Chocolate. But if you would like something else, madame . , /*

